
The Formula:

Njjo' secret as to its formula. Ri-
FLr pans is the tablet or solid form
of a very common prescription, ad-
vised and prescribed by doctors all
over the world as a cure for consti-
pation, indigestion, loss of appetite,
headache, pain in the side, dizzi-
ness, "fuR" feeling and other com=

mon ailments of the stomach and
Lo&R.(S Aabowels. Your physician would prob=

ably give you just suck a prescrip=
Stion if you went to him with any

or fl VO RiL of the above complaints. One will
relieve you. It will not cure you==
nor wll two==a box will.
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UTI . THIMOiNEH
THjE BOY OF THE LANTERM.

(Capyrigbe, asUe, by Joel chanWr Wants.)
-of coure" said Mr. Thimblefiger, "an

ef you can teD better stories than I can,

because you are larger. Being taller. you
en we farther. and talk louder, but I
sometimes think that if I were to citmb a

tre. I'd see as far as any of you."
"WeD, I hope your feelings are not hurt,"

remarked Mr. Rabbitsympathetcally. 'It's
not the fault of your stories that I fal
asleep when you are telling them. It's mY
habit to sit and rod at certain hours of the

day, and if you'l watch me right close

you'l -e that I sontimes drop off when
rm telling a story myself. rn try and

keep awake the next time you tell one."
"rm afraid I'l have to prop Mr. Rabbit's

eyelids open with a straw," said Mrs.
Meadows. laughing.
'1n just try you with a little one." Mr.

Thimblefinger declared. I'r te you one I
heard when I was younger. I want to see

whether Mr. Rabbit will keep awake and I
want to see whether there's a moral in the
tale."
So be took off his little hat, which was

shaped like a thimble, and ran his hand
ever the feather ornament to straighten
It out. Then he began:
"A long time ago, when there was a

great deal more room in the country next
door than there ts now, there lived a man
who had a wife, one son, a horse, a cow
and a calf. He was a hard-working man.

so much so that he had little or no time
to devote to his family. He worked hard
in the field all day, and when night came
he was too tired to trouble much about his
son. His wife, too, having no servant, was

always busy about the house, sewing.
washing, cooking. cleaning, patching, milk-
ing and sweeping. Day In and day out It
was always the same. The man was al-
ways working, and the woman was al-
ways working. They had no rest except on
Bunday, and then they were too tired to
pay much attentlon to their son.
"The consequence was that while the

boy was a very bright lad, he was full of
mischief, up to all sorts of tricks and

Sranks that some people call meanness.
book or by crook-or maybe by book-

he bad learned how to spell and read. But
the only book he had to read was one with
big pictures of men dressed In red clothes
and armed with yellow cutlasses. The
book was called 'The Pirooters of Peru-
via.' "
"Maybe the name was 'The Pirates of

Peru,' " suggested Bhister John.
"Ob, no," replied Mr. Thimblenger. "I

don't suppose any such country as Peru
bad been found on the map when that
book was written. But never mind about
that. The boy read only that book, and he
became rather wild In his mind. He want-
ed to be a pirooter, whatever that wa", and
so be armed himself with old hoe helves
and called them pikes, and he tied a shin-
gle to his side and called It a cutlass, and he
got him a broom handle and called It a
orse.
"This boy's name was Johnny, but some-

times they callod him Jack for short. Some
ple said he was mean as he could be;

t I don't say that. He was fonder of
scampering over the country than he was
of helping his mother.
"Maybe he didn't know any better because

be wasn't taught any better. But one
morning his mother was so tired that she
eouldn't get out of bed. She had worn her-
self out with work. The next morning she
ouldn't get up, nor the next, and then the

Seighborit, who had come in to see what
the matter was, said that she would never

t up any more. So one day Johnny found
-erything very still in the house, and the
ghbors who were there were kinder to
m than they ever had been, and then he
neow that his mother would never get tired

any more.
"He felt so bad that he wandered off into

woods, crying as he went. His eyesVere so full of tears that he couldn't see
*here he was going, and be didn4 cam

Ie went on and on, until finaly, wben he
took heart to look around, he found him-
self in a rt of the oguntry that was new
to him. caused m to dry his eyes,
for he was perfectly sure that he had trav-
eled neither fast nor far enough tp be be-
yond the limits of the numberless journeys
he had made in all directions from his
father's house, and yet there he was, sud-
denly and without knowing how he got
there, in a country that was altogether new
to him.
"It was just like when you came down

through our spring gate," said Mr. Thim-
blefinger. "The grass was different and
the trees were different, and even the sand
and the gravel were of color that Johnny
had never seen before. Suddenly, while he
was wondering how he could have missed
seeing all thee strange things when he had

journeyed this way before, a lady, richly
dressed, came out of the woods and stood
before him. She neither smiled nor looked
severe, but pity seemed to shine In he;
face.

" 'What now? she said, raising her hand
to her head. 'You have come fast and
come far. You are in trouble. Go back.
When you want me, go to the whispering
poplar that stands on the hill and whisper
my name.'

" 'Who are you?" asked Johnny forget-
ting to be polite, if be ever knew how.
"'The keeper of the cows that roam in

the night.' replied the lady. When you go
to the whispering poplat that stands on the
hill, whisper this:
0 keeper of cows that roam in the light,
Come over the hill and lend me your light.'
"Johnny would have thanked the woman,

but In the twinkling of an eye she was

gone without making a sound. and not a
blade of grass shook to show that she had
been there. Johnny turned in his tracks and
started home the way he came. Before he
had gone far he stopped to look back, but
the strange country was nowhere to be
seen-only the old familiar hills and trees
that he had always known.
"When he got home there was a strange

woman cooking and flxig his father's
supper. The table was set and every-
thing was almost as neat and as tidy as
it used to be when his mother was alive.
Even his own little plate was In its
place, and his mug with the picture of
a blu, castle painted on it was sitting
near. But Johnny had no appetite. He
went to the door and looked In, and then
went to the stable. Once there he sud-
denly remembered that he had forgotten
to drive the cow In from the pasture.
He went running to get her, but found
her coming along of her own accord.
something she was not in the habit of
doing.
"Johnny wondered a little at this, but

It soon passed out of his mind, and he
got behind the cow and made her go fast-
er. He drove the cow Into the lot and
waited a while for the woman to come
and milk. But she delayed so long, he
went to the house and found his father
eating supper. Instead of going to the
table he went and sat by the fire.
"'Have something to eat?' said the wo-

mari.
"'I am not hungry,' he replied.
"'Have a glass of fresh milk, then.' she

said.
"'Not tonight.' he answered. 'I have

just driven the cow in from the pasture.'
" 'I brought her from the pasture my.

pelf,' said the woman, 'milked her and
turned her out .'
"Johnny said nothing to this, but he
knew the cow had not been milked, and
he wondered where the woman got the
milk that his father was drinking. He

thought about it until he forgot all about
his grief. He noticed that as scon as his
father drank the milk he began to smile
at the woman. He smiled at the woman,
but was cross to Johnny.
"After supper the woman went out, and

after a while Johnny went out, too,
leaving his father sitting by the fire
smeking his pipe. Johnny went to the lot,
thinking the woman had gone thef. He
wanted to see whether she would milk the
cow. He crept alongside of the fence, and
soon he was near enough to peep through
a crack without being seen. He saw the
woman rubbing the cow on the back,while
the calf was getting all the milk.
" 'You see how good I am to you, sis-

ter,' said the woman. 'Now I want you
to be good to me. When that boy Jackfces after you to the pasture I want you
o lead him a chase. I saw him beating
ycur calf today. But see how good I am
to your calf, sister. I let it have all the
milk.'
"The cow shook her horn and switched

her tail, and Johnny, sitting in the fence
corner, wondered what it all meant.
"'I see.' said the cow, after a while.

'You want to marry the boy's father andthe boy Is in the vway. But suppose theyfd you out. What then?'
"'Trust me for that, sister,' said the

woran; 'trust me for that.'
"Johnny waited to hear no more, but

crept away and went to bed. He was
dressed and out by sun up next morning.but the woman was up before him andbad breakfast nearly ready. Johnnyasked her if she had milked the cow, and
she replied that she had forgotten aboutIt. Johnny saw the milk pail sitting on
the shelf, and when he looked at it hekrew the cow had not been milked, elsethe sides of the pail would have been
spattered.
"But the cow had been turned out, and

the calf was sleeping contentedly in the
fence corner, instead of nibbling the grass.Johnny drank no milk at breakfast, buthis father did and smiled at the woman
more than ever. During the day Johnny
fcrgot all about the cow, but when night
came, he knew she must be brought up,
so he went to the pasture after her. She
was not to be found. He hunted over the
hills and fields, and then, not finding her,
began to cry.
"Suddenly the lady he had seen the day

before stepped out of the wood and spoke
to him. She held in her hand a tiny lan-
tern.
" 'Take this,' she said, holding out the

lantern.
" 'You wouldn't call me, and so I came

to you.'
"'I forgot," whispered Johnny.
"'Don't forget any more,' said the lady.

'Take this lantern and run to the whis-
pering poplar that stands on the hill. You'll
find your cow tied there. Drive her home
and don't spare her.'
"Johnny found the cow tied to the poplar

sure enough and he made her gallop home
as fast as she could. He blew out his tiny
lantern before he got in sight of the house
but it dropped from his hand and he could
find it no more. He ceased to hunt for it
after a while, and drove the cow to the
lot, where the woman was waiting.

"'Go get your supper,' she said to
Johnny.
" 'Ye'rm,' replied Johnny, but he went

off only to creep back to see what the
woman would do. He could see she was
angry.
"She abused the cow terribly. 'You are

a nice sister,' she exclaimed 'to let that
boy bring you home so early.'
" 'Don't sister me,' moaned the cow.
Tm nearly famished and that boy has
nearly run me off my legs. Somebody that
I couldn't see caught me and tied me to
a tree this morning and there I've been
all day. We'd better go away from here.
That boy will find you out yet.'
"Then Johnny crept away, ate his sup-

per and went tQ bed. He slept late the
next morning, but when he awoke he
found that his father, instead of being at
uork, as was his habit, was smoking his
pipe and talking to the woman, and both
were smiling at each other very sweetly.
That afternoon Johnny went to bring th
co home before sundown, but he coul
fnd her. He hunte4 and hunted for hot
until long after dark and then he won
to the whispering poplar that stands on
the hill, and said:
et '0, keeper of cows that roam in the night,
Ccme over the hills and lend me your

lightt"
"Instantly Johnny heard the cow lowing

in the valley, and saw a light glimmerIng
faintly in the distance. In a little whilehe
heard a tremendous clatter of hoofs up
the hill. and the rushing of some large A-

mal through the bushes. It seemed to have
one eye only and that eye shone as fiercely
as a flame of fire, as its head swayed from
side to side. It came rushing to the pop-
lar tree where Johnny stood, and stopped
there. Johnny peeped from behind the tree
and saw that the frightful animal was
nothing more than his cow, with a tiny
lantern hanging on her horn. She stood
there panting and trembling. Johnny wait-
ed to see if the keeper of the cows that
roam in the night would make her appear-
ance, but he waited in vain. Then he drove
the cow home, turned her in the lot and
wont in the house to get his supper. His
father and mother were sitting very close
together.
"'Have you brought the cow?' the wo-

man asked.
"'She's in the lot,' replied Johnny.
"'You are a smart boy,' said the woman.
"'Thanky. ma'm,' exclaimed Johnny.
"So it went day after day. The woman

would make the cow wander farther and
farther away from home,and Johnny would
go to the whispering poplar that stands on
the hill, and call for the beautiful lady, the
keeper of the cows that roam.in the night,
and soon the cow would come running and
lowing. Then Johnny would drive her home
by the light of his little lantern. This hap-
pened so often that tho neighbors and in-
eed the people in all that country, when

they saw a light bobbing around at night,
would shake there heads and say, 'There

goes Jack with his lantern,' and then after
a while they called 'Jack of the lantern.'
"One day he heard two of the neighbors

talking about him, saying it was a pity
that so bright a boy should have such a

stepmother as the woman his father was
about to marry. Then Johnny (or Jack,
as he was sometimes called) knew that
his father was preparing to marry the
woman who was keeping house for him,
and it made the boy feel very wretched to
think that this woman was to take the
place of his mother.;
"That very day he Went to the whis-

poring poplar that ttands on the hill and
called for the keeper /of the cows that
roam in the night. The lady made her a

pearance and then, Jollny told her hs
troubles. The lady smiled for the first
time. Then she tol 36hnny that if he
would follow her directions his troubles
would disappear. he gave him a roll of
blue ribbon, and told ein what to a

when he presepted It. t the woman ju
before the marriagi t place. She told
him also what to do with his little lan-
ern. Johnny went home feeling very much

tter, and that nig1t hes fathet told him
he was to have a pew mother the next
day. He said nothing in reply, but smiled
as if the news please him.
Johnny lay awake that night a long

time, and once he thought the woman
ame and leaned over his bed as if to lis-
ten, but just then a cow not far away
owed once, twice, thrice. Then the wo-
man went away, muttering something.
The next day the Invited guests bega4

to assemble early, and after a whilp the
preacher came. The women neighbors
would have the bride tq stand up II the
maddle of the floor to admire her jus be.
fore the ceremony, and when she stood
p, Johnn began to march around her,
waving ilantern and his blue ribbon

and singing'
" have for the bride ten yards of blue

3ribbo4ib -yardsof blue ribbon, ten yards of
blue ribbo -

I haz for the bride ten yards of blue rib-

rich, and so soft, and so rare;
Five yards to pin On her snowy white bo-

som-

RARE AUTOGRAPHS.

A Volume in the Renate Literally
Worth Its Weight in Gold.

Chicago Record's Washington Letter.
In the office of the Secretary of the Sen-

ate is a volume of autographs that is as
rare and interesting as any in America. As
is we'll known, all of the official communi-
cations from the President to the Senate
from the beginning of this government are
preserved, and Gen. Anson McCook, when
secretary of the Senate, selected a few of
the greatest historical Interest and had
them bound in red morocco covers. They
are all executive documents, and all but
one are nominations to office. That one is
a message from the President of the United
States, and reads as follows:
"Gentlemen of the Senate-The President

of the United States will meet the mem-
bers of the Senate in the Senate chamber
at 11:80 o'clock to advise with them on the
terms of the troaty to be negotiated with
the southern Indians.

"GEORGE WASHINGTON.
"New York, Aug. 21, 1789."
Another interesting document, in the

handwriting of the second President of the
United States, reads:
"Gentlemen of the Senate-I nominate

George Washington of Mount Vernon to be
Lieutenant General and Commander-in-
Chief of all armies raised and to be raised
in the United States. JOHN ADAMS.
"The United States, July 2, 1798."
In the same penmanship appears the fol-

lowing, which shows that John Adams was
not above appointing his own son to an im-
portant office. It will be noticed that he
ates all his communications "The United

States:"
"Gentlemen of the Senate-I nominate

John Quincy Adams of Massachusetts as
minister plenipotentiary from the United
States to the King of Prussia.

"JOHN ADAMS.
"United States, May 20. 1797."
In addition to these are the nominations

of Jefferson's cabinet and Madison's, which
are written in his own handwriting on a
single sheet of paper. The nomination of
the Monroe cabinet and that of John
Quincy Adams are also preserved, as well
as that of Andrew Jackson, who wrote all
his nominations with his own hand. Next
comes the nomination of Roger B. Taney
to be chief justice of the United States in
the well-known penmanship of "Old Hick-
ory." The nominations of every cabinet
from Jackson down to Cleveland are pre-
served. Those of William Henry Harrison
and Polk are in their own handwriting. A
curious paper is Andrew Johnson's nomina-
tion of U. S. Grant to be general of the
army. It was written by a clerk on a sheet
of ordinary legalcap paper with a blank
lace In which Grant's name was inserted
by Johnson himself. The list of Grant's
cabinet was made out the same way. -4
olerk had taken a sheet of foolsap and
written "I nominate- to beSome-
tary of State," etc., and the blank was
filled out in Gen. Grant's own hand. One0
of the papers reads as follows:
"To the SenateI nomin t WIllam T.

Sherman to be general of e army of the
United States in place of Ulysses S. Grant.
resigned. U. E. GRANT."
Sheridan's nomination to be Deutemant

general accompanies this, and was Wade
on the same Gate nd to the same form.
The nomination of -President BayesF cab-
inet was made out on printed blanmk, a
sheet for oh on as ae those of Prowl-
dents W el ur and Cleveland. The
last paper in the book is the nomination of
Gen. Grant to the retired list of the army,
and it is signed by Grover Cleveland.

-S.

A Witty Reply.
7Km the AmusinaSoraL.
The Crown Prince of Germany,- though

only about twelve Tears old, has a very
ready wit and a queer way of saying
things. He sees the funny side of a situa-
tion at once.
One day, while visiting Potsdam, the Bt-
e ice was amusing himself by tryng
make a donkey draw a cart. u the

donkey was stubborn and would not ".
"Your donkey has a great deal of V

poweri called out the emperor, who hal
been watching the struggle between his lit-
tle son and the stubborn beast.
"Oh, no. papa," replied the little prince,

quickly, " It isn't his will power that
troubles me; it is his won't power. He
won't go.t

Her snowy white bosom, her snowy white
bosom-

Five yards to pin on her snowy white bo-
som,

And five to tie in her hair.
"'I have a lantern to light her along

with-
To light her along with, to light her along

with-
I have a lantern to light her along with.
When forth she fares in the night;

Out in the dark, the ribbon will rustle-
The ribbon will rustle, the ribbon will

rustle-
Out in the dark the ribbon will rustle.
And the lantern will lend her its light!'
"Johnny threw the blue ribbon over the

woman's shoulder and around her neck
and waved his lantern, and instantly the
woman disappeared, and in her place stood
a cow. Before the people could recover
their surprise the lady that Johnny had
seen at the whispering poplar came into
the room and bowed to the company." 'This is the most malicious cow in all
my herd,' said she, 'and this brave boy
has caught her. Here is a purse of goldfor his reward. As for you, sir,' turningto Johnny's father, 'you may thank your
son for saving you from this witch.' Then
she bowed again, and went away, leadingthe cow, and neither of them was ever
seen in that country again.
"But to this day, when people see a light

bobbing up and down in the fields at night
they say, 'Yonder's Jack of the Lanterni' "

The P.atent Baby Washer.
From Tit-Bits.
Mothers, read this.
A most useful invention for nursery use,

called a "baby washer," is announced, and
the inventor describes his infant machine
as follows:
You simply insert the begrimed infant

in an orifice, which can be made any re-
quired size by turning for four minutes a
cog wheel with electrical attachments. The
child glides down a highly polished plane.
His lips are met at the terminus by an
India rubber tube, from which the infant
can draw lacteal nourishment of the purest
and most invigorating character, secured
for the special purpose at great expense
from a choice breed of the Alderney cow.
While in this compartment, which is

plate glass, mirrored, the perturbed spir-
it of the infant is soothed by its frantic
efforts to demolish its own image, reflected
in the glass, with an electroplated combined
tooth cutter, nail knife, rattle and tack
hammer, which is thrust into the baby's
hand by an automaton monkey.
Fatigued by its destructive efforts, the

infant falls to sleep, while the organ at-
tachments play softly the ravishing melody
of "Put Me in My Little Bed." Then it
slips into the third compartment. Here
the body is washed. Another small tube
administers a dose of soothing sirup, and
the infant glides from the machine, its
nails pared and its hair combed.

Society and Lying.
From the London Truth.
Most people make a distinction between

what they are pleased to call Immoral lies
and white lies. But they are at consider-
able fault to define where the one ends
and the other begins, and there is no doubt
that the acceptance of the so-called society
lies has contributed In no small measure to
deaden the qualms of conscience with re-
gard to the untruths of a more serious de-
scription, And yet, what would we do
without these white lies? How could so-
ciety exist If there were not some such
formula as "Not at home?" And what a
number of disagreeable invitations we
should be forced to accept did we not have
at Our beck and 1ll the conventional lie
with regard tq a 'previous engagement!"
Balls would become a sourqg of torture

rathet than of pleasure to the fair sex
were they oblige4 to dance With every
awkward swain who oonpiders It his duty
to ask them; and how, when demanded by
your host for your opinion with regard to
his children, his wines or his ca
yo1possibly tell hits the plain unvanihed,

in nine cases out or ten, disagreeabl4
th,

In fact, the whole routine of society, as
at present constituted is nothing more or
less than one continual, long-drawn-out lie,
the only excuse for which thit eem be of-
teredi that the main objec Of all this
hypocrisy-and mendacity is to avoid giving
pai.

PART IN THE RAWM.

A Change in the style 0C Aranging
Woman's LCks.

From the New York Herald.
After years of struggling with curl pa.

perst crimping irons and all sorts of d.
vices to make straight hair curly, it is
now the fashion to have smooth, well-kept.
demurely parted hair, and a dimcult mat-
ter it in to change it back again, as every
truthful woman will admit. The smoothly
brushed hair is in reality much more
troublesome to attain than qurls and fris-
zoo. for the natural gloss of the hair andi
thb desired smooth loot can only be at-
tained by careful and long continue*
brushing, which few women who have not
a maid can give. "Parting Is," as one
woman says, "such sweet sorrow," for
when a woman is no longer young or has
lost the fine oval her fae once possessed,
a parting to almost too severe to be be-
coming particularly If the hair be brushg
smoothy bck from the temples. t
older In effect are the waves of hair
brought down over the brow and half hid-
ing the ears.

Mr..ed1 and acme few women with
blond hair her shade can stand t, but
the majority of women will do well to
leave it alone. and to show some indepen-
dence of character by arranging their hair
in the most becoming manner, utte y re-
gardleqs as V) what their younger tera
may elect to do. By the way, a rumole
comes from Paris thAt parted air t not
to be the fashion much longer; that, even
more trying still, tile pompadour roil sour-
rounding the face is to be the thing. If
this be so, then for a return of the rats.
Those curious abcminations of our moth-
ers' time, over which tbe hair in brushe&
will once more t'e used. With the hairbrushed back in this fashion, it in to be ar-
ranged in the shape of a figure e~ght, quite
high at the b of the head, and the
Psyche knot, which has been with us longenough to become modlfle# Into quite a
graceful arrangement, will have to go.
It would be well for all women whenthey Itart to arrange their hair In some

new ashion carefully to 9tudy the efect
on their profile. The line from the end of
the chin to the beck of the head can bemade very easily grotesque. and this few
women seem to realise, and make them-
selves looc from a cursory side view,strangely ke one' The hair also at the
back of the neck should receive careful at-tention. Very few women ar blessed asregards prettily growing hair at this part
of the head, and the ugly, straggling locks
must be carefully pinned up if a handsome
contour 1s desired.
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